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which all the afternoon had been grey and dead, were now
a running fire; the black, huddled pines in the foreground
glowed and stood apart, divided by tav*ny gleam and
shadow of sapphire; the snow of the moor, which had
appeared to be of unvaried smoothness, exhibited to the
flattening rays each billow of its surface, each roughness of
its texture, but did not shine; the colours it received were
dim and watered, as though seen through frc?ted class.
"It will freeze again wnen the wind shifts," Julie said,
"even if the frost breaks to-night." And suddenly she
exclaimed: "I believe you are glad!"
And he answered, glancing at her with delight: "I am!
In winter, time stands still. To-morrow is always the
same as to-day as long as there's snow on the ground. I
don't want time to move.51
"You are as happy as that?"
"And your"
She nodded and walked on, drawing him with her.
"I know what you are thinking," she said, "because I
too am thinking it. You are thinking what neither of us
has dared to say—but it's only folly, Lewis dear, to say it
now."
"That there needn't be any end for us?"
"That we might have all our lives together, if we
chose.... Let's imagine, Lewis, that it's true. Everything
we said and thought before we became lovers isn't bind-
ing on us any more—we've broken free of it, and of all
the circumstances of our lives—let's imagine that. And
imagine," she added with a hardening of her voice, "that
marriage with me wouldn't ruin you and make all the hope
of your life impossible and that I am not married and
pledged—even more important, that I'm not the kind of
woman I am. That's the barrier between us, Lewis. Not
that you are poor and I—on other people's money—rich;
not that you are ten years older than I am or that I have a
husband. All that we could break down. The barrier is
that I am I and you are you—not made to live in the same
world."
"Here we do," he said.

